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wind blow wisps of grey hair about the other woman's
ear.
"A lark!" Sophia's grey eyes glowed with tenderness
and her entire body strained toward the invisible music
sounding in the clear sky. Sometimes her supple body
would stoop to pick a wild flower whose trembling petals
she would stroke with quick thin fingers as she softly
hummed a tune.
All this won the mother to the woman with the grey
eyes, and she walked close beside her, trying to keep in
step. But sometimes Sophia spoke sharply. The mother
regretted this.
"Rybin won't like her," she thought anxiously.
But the next minute Sophia was again speaking warm-
ly and simply, and the mother glanced up at her with a
smile.
"How young you still are!" she sighed.
"I'm thirty-two already!" exclaimed Sophia.
Pelagea smiled.
"That isn't what I mean. According to your looks I
might give you even more. But when I listen to you and
look into your eyes I'm always surprised—you're just like
a young girl. You lead a hard and dangerous life, but
the heart of you is always smiling."
"I'm never aware of the hardness, and it seems to me
that no life could be better or more interesting than mine.
I shall call you by your patronymic—Nilovna. Somehow
Pelagea doesn't suit you."
"Call me whatever you like," said the mother thought-
fully. "Just whatever you like. I keep looking at you and
listening and thinking my thoughts. It makes me happy
to see you've found the way to the human heart. A person
tells you all that is going on inside him without fear;
opens up his soul to you of his own accord. And when
I think about all you people, I'm certain you'll overcome
the evil in life—I'm certain of it."
"We will, because we are one with the working peo-
ple," said Sophia with loud assurance. "A great force is

